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Mills one-inch tubular } t 

racks are suitable and adaptable for 

all storage purposes. Floor-space is saved ak y 

and gangways kept clear—an essential for organised and 

increased production. Ask Mills to advise you on your storage problems. 

ee STEEL SCAFFOLDING ||: 
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D 

MILLS SCAFFOLD CO., LTD., TRUSSLEY WORKS, HAMMERSMITH e 


M EAT & F | S H PAS T is S | GROVE, LONDON, W.6 TELEPHONE: RIVERSIDE 5026 
Le ALLL 
BRANSTON PICKLE 


BRANSTON SAUCE 





SQiSsSa | 


SALAD CREAM 





BEANS IN TOMATO SAUCE » A ra f 





|N the days of peace which lie 


>] . — '€ ; ahead, ANTLER TRAVEL GOODS 
SLAC oKWE aa B if will again be available for all 
travellers in whom good taste - 


and the appreciation of quality 
are instinctive. ' 


— ais ANTLER]: 


Rest Luggage TRAVEL GOODS 


a nnmeenneee J.B. BROOKS & CO.LTD..BIRMINGHAM 9 ig 
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Whether in business, school or 
household duties, the clock’s 
the governing factor. Lucky 
for you if you have Ferranti 


. time withwhichto synchronise 


your job—and keep it going. 








In the very unlikely event of your Ferranti Clock 
requiring attention send It to the Clock Servicing 
Depertment, Ferranti Ltd., Hollinwood, Lancs.; 
experts will quickly set it going—and keep it going. 























WHITE CLEANER 





4 Joseph Pickering & Sons Ltd., 
Sheffield, England are sole 
ae proprietors and manufacturers of 


“BLANCO” Brand White Cieaner. 
No other White Cleaners can be called 
“BLANCO” nor may they be sold as “ BLANCO.” 
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(Lisle) 


*RAYSTOC 


(Rayon) 


“UTILITY 


| (Rayon & Lisle) 
CWT Oo 


Supplies are limited. Fair 
shares are distributed to all 
ARISTOC dealers 


*AS GOOD AS WARTIME STOCKINGS CAN BE 























When 
Peace 
Comes 










HE fine workmanship and materials of the requisite quality 
for making Minty Chairs and Sectional Bookcases are 
not available to-day. In any case, few of us have opportunity 
or leisure for their enjoyment, should we be so fortunate 


as already to possess them. ‘Those peaceful hours of 
relaxation in the luxurious ¢omfort of a Minty Chair; the 
thrill of housing a growing collection, section by section, 
in a handsome Minty Bookcase, are pleasures to look 
forward to. In the brighter future for which we strive, 
there will be material and time to spare for the making 
and enjoyment of Minty Furniture. 


MINTY crRAFTSMANSHIP 


SECTIONAL BOOKCASES, CHAIRS, ETC. 


Minty will make more bookcases and chairs, etc., 
when they can be sure of obtaining materials of 
quality sufficient to maintain their traditional 

standard of excellence. 


MINTY LTD., 44/45, HIGH STREET, OXFORD 











Sparklets 


{REGD. TRADE MARK) 












All available supplies of 
SPARKLETS BULBS are being 
distributed as equitably as 
possible. For the present, 
please “go easy with the 
soda” and return empty Bulbs 
promptly to your usual 
supplier. 


HYGIENIC — CONVENIENT — ECONOMICAL 








They seek it here 
They seek it there 
The seekers 
seek it everywhere. 
It’s not arrived— 
Or else it’s gone ! 
That demmed 
elusive Pimm’s No. I. 
With apologies to the late 


Baroness Orczy—and to 
all the earnest seekers after 


PIMM’S NO. | CUP 
The original Gin Sling 
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| Balkan ‘t 
Sobranie 
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Sobranie 


The difference between t 
Balkan Sobranie and #i 
Sobranie is the difference i 
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between rarest perfection ‘ 
—which you will be able 
to enjoy occasionally — 
and available quality 
which you can enjoy be- 
tween whiles. Do not 
therefore blame your to- 
bacconist when he offers 
you authentic Sobranie in 
place of Balkan Sobranie 
—he is doing his best and 
so are we. 
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Bis land 
battle! 


A record harvest is on the 
way, but women must help 
“bring it in”. Here’s healthy 
work that is vitally important. 
Turn to and lend a hand ! 


What dof do? 


If I can only do local or part-time 
work, I apply to my county War 
Agricultural Committee for details 
of local harvest schemes. 

If I am between 17 and 40, fit and 
strong and able to leave my home, 
I ask my Employment Exchange if 
I may join the Women’s Land 
Army. ; 

If I cannot do land work, I try to 
help by billeting or looking after 
land-workers. 


Issued by the Ministry of Information 


Space presented to the Nation by 
the Brewers’ Society 








Which is your 
flavourite? 
iM 






s SACKHOUS! IMT RACK HOLS 
LEED: eos 
Sans MMM SSSEERRERRC? 


THICK or THIN 


New Controlled Prices: 


THICK Id. THIN IId. & 1/34¢. 


Made by Goodall, Backhouse & Co. Ltd., Leeds 
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The Follies of Fashion 


Throughout history, man has shaved his | 
head, bewigged it or grown a flowing 
mane. He has either attacked the 
growth on his chin and encouraged that 
on his upper lip, or vice versa—follow- 
ing the trend of fashion. 

To-day, the more fortunate ones have 
the Rolls Razor to aid them, but un- 
luckily, we are unable to supply any 
more until the days of peace return. 
















Rolls Razor Ltd., 
London, England. 





Though K.L.G. Plugs have never been 
content to rest on their laurels the in- 


creasing momentum of war demands 
upon them has speeded up technical 
development more than ever. We are 
keeping pace with the vital needs of 
the Services and whatever calls are 
made upon them K.L.G. Plugs will con- 
tinue to give exemplary service. This 
unstinted development will in the days 
of peace be of very real value to all 
users of petrol engines, 


K.L.G. SPARKING PLUGS LTD., PUTNEY VALE, S.W.15. 


IT LASTS 
LONGER 


For over 100 years, 
Wood’s Virginia has 
been the choice of 
pipe-smokers who know. 
. It’s better, it’s different 
.... Your first pipeful 
will delightfully reveal 
just how and why. 














ORIGINALLY 


HAND CUT 


NOW MACHINE CUT 


VIRGINIA 








| oz. ee Cc @ 8 © ee @ 3/03d. 
OBTAINABLE EVERYWHERE 


JOHN WOOD & SON (Tobacco) LTD. 
LONDON E.C.4 Established 1837 
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Inter-works 
deliveries? 


The one ton capacity ‘Electric’’ is 
proving ideal for inter-worksdeliveries. 
Have you thought aboutit? “Electrics” 
use home produced fuel, are cheap 
to run and maintain, and are easily 
operated by women or young workers. 


Use 


ELECTRIC 
VEHICLES 


Details from the Secretary, 
The Electric Vehicle Association of Gt. Britain 
Ltd. (Dept. P.3) 2, Savoy Hill, London, W.C.2. 








3 reasons for 
using Harpic 
to clean 
the lavatory 





EASY TO USE 
To clean the lavatory, all you 
need to do is sprinkie a little 
Harpic into the bowl and 
— as long as_ possible 
(last thing at night is a good 
idea). Then flush. 


2? THOROUGH 
" Harpic’s cleansing action is 
thorough and effective, reach- 
ing right into the S-bend at 
the back. The whole bow] is 
clean and sanitary — the part 
you don’t see as well. 


3 DISINFECTS AS WELL 


Not only does Harpic remove 
all discoloration—it cleans, 
disinfects, and deodorizes the 
whole pan. 


HARPIC 
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MANY DIFFERENT 
UNIFORMS. .. . 


BUT 
STILL 

THE 

ONE 
COLLAR 


Never was man’s dress so 
varied as in these war-time 
days of uniforms, but men 
still choose ‘Van Heusen.’ 
In ‘Civvie Street,’ too, men 
spend their coupons on 
‘Van Heusen’ Collars which 
won their popularity by 
their good looks, comfort 
and long life. 


“VAN 
HEUSEN 


Regd. Trade Mark 
SEMI-STIFF COLLARS 


Sole Manufacturers: Harding,Tilton & 
Hartley, Ltd., Taunton, Somerset 
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Use your Terry Anglepoise Lamp (if 
you are fortunate enough to possess 
one!) to reach your fuel target. Its 
adjustability and application close to 
the object allows the use of 40—or even 
25—watt bulbs with perfect efficiency. 


Would that these wonderful lamps of 
the 1001 angle adjustability could Play 
a wider part in this effort, but, alas, 
their supply to the public is restricted 
for “the duration.” -So, until then—— 


KERBERT TERRY & SONS, LTD., REDDITCH 
LONDON, BIRMINGHAM, MANCHESTER 
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Pat. all 


countries. 
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EPOISE LAMP 


co = “rues saver 
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REMINDS 
YOU 


Baby wants your care 
and attention in wartime 
more than ever, for the 
strain and anxiety felt by 
the mother are reflected 
in the little one. So keep 
up baby’s health and 
spirits and pay a little 
more for the best even 
in wartime. 


©3220 








RHEUMATISM 


Rheumatism—however mild your 
symptoms—exacts a merciless toll in 
pain and expense if not checked 
in time. Poisons and impurities 
in your system are usually the cause 


of rheumatic disorders. To get rid | 


of these poisons, doctors recommend 
the drinking of mineral spa waters. 
But a visit to a spa involves time 
and expense that many people 
simply cannot afford these days. 


‘Alkia’ Saltrates may be described 
2s a spa treatment in your own home. 
It contains the essential curative 
qualities of seven world-famous 
springs and has the same beneficial 
effect on the system at a fraction 
of the cost and without the in- 
convenience of travelling to an 
actual spa. A teaspoonful of ‘Alkia’ 
Saltrates in warm water before 
breakfast each morning soon relieves 
pain. Taken regularly, this pleasant, 
effervescent drink dissolves impurities 
in the blood-stream and_ greatly 
assists the kidneys to eliminate 
them from the system, thus help- 
ing to prevent recurring attacks of 
theumatism. 


A bottle of ‘Alkia’ Saltrates costs 
3/9 (inc. tax). Get one from your 


chemist to-day and begin your spa 
treatment to-morrow morning. 











“ 


from Robinson’s 
Robinson’s Barley Water in bottles has gone for the duration, 
Robinson’s 


. to the time when we all made our barley water this way 


‘Patent’ Barley in tins. Well, now that 


‘Patent’ Barley steps into the breach, so to speak, 








1 hag Teer! 
SENIORS 


FISH & MEAT PASTES 














and helps you to keep up the good habit of drinking barley | f 


water regularly. Try it; it’s as easy to make as a cup of tea. 
Flavouring ? Well, that is a bit of a problem. 
lemonade powder, when they can get it. 
stewed or tinned fruit and find it very good. 
are also very pleasant alternatives.” 


Barley Water made from 


ROBINSON’S 


Some folk use 
| use the juice of 
; lente and jam 





‘PATENT’ BARLEY ... 












GENTLEMEN... 
A TOAST! 


wth, 









brighter days ad 
when we 


meet again. ; 










‘all-clear’ sounds—to the day of 
victory. Here’s to the day when we 
can again obtain the many things 
we now miss—IDRIS Squashes not 
least of all; IDRIS with its delicious | 


DON'T FORGET 


Here’s to the day when the last | 





Table Wales 


IDRIS LIMITED, LONDON, MAKERS OF QUALITY 
TABLE WATERS THROUGH FIVE SUCCESSIVE REIGNS 





flavour, its refreshing wholesomeness 
and superb quality. However big 
thirsts may grow, no thirst will be so 
deep that IDRIS cannot dispel it in 
the piping days of peace to come. 
Meanwhile 
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. Life - Savi 

* Vitabuoy OVERCOAT 
Military & A.R.P. 

* Vitabeau TRENCH COATS 


* UCH to our regret 
we are unable to 
manufacture any more 
of these wonderful 
coats. There are still 
a few available in one 
or two stores, and if 
you will drop us a line 
we will be glad to 
tell you where you can 
possibly buy one if you 
act at once. 


Vitabuoy Products Ltd. 


Beaufort House, Gravel Lane, London, E.| 
Telephone: BiShopsgate 6565 





















Service 


CROCKETT & JONES, Makers 


of Fine 





, a 


The changeover from peace to war found ‘SWAN’ Shoes 
and ‘HEALTH’ Shoes adequately designed for either 
purpose, and although certain alterations to detail have 
been made to meet Service requirements, the shoes at 
heart remain the same. In other words the qualities which 
won your approval as a civilian, are still present in 
‘SWAN’ and ‘HEALTH’ Service styles. 


Men’s and women’s styles for all occasions. 


ealth 


shoes 
Shoes, NORTHAMPTON. 

















For Extra Smartness 
the shoes of more 
and more men in the 
Allied Forces are 

being polished with 












‘BOOT POLISH 


| SUPREME for QUALITY | 





Officer: 


IN BLACK, MILITARY TAN BELGIAN 


€ DARK BROWN. MILITARY 
POLICE... 
USE SPARINGLY- THE SUPPLY IS RESTRICTED nNIz@ 
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Charivaria 


THE 450 tons of railings that enclosed Hyde Park are 
now sixteen anti-aircraft guns. Birds will resume their 
old perches at their own risk. 


°o ° 


An Italian who was once a waiter in Soho has been 
removed from his official post in the Fascist Party for lack 
of enthusiasm. We fancy we 
remember him. He was a 


Grey Shirt. 
° ° 


A masseur is writing his 
memoirs, We shall look for 
the volume in the Autumn 
Friction Lists. 

° ° 

Actors in London have a 

cricket club of their own. 


They continue to avoid short 
runs. 





° o 


Stern Measures 


“The Sanitary Surveyor reported that he had been able to obtain 
six bottles of rat poison, and that he was sending a bottle to the 
Chairman of the S Parish Council.”—Devon Paper. 





° o 


An M.P. mentions the time when he had words with a 
Thames-side bargee. Doesn’t he mean from? 


° °o 


Anglers are finding in one river- 
side district that there is a 
shortage of worms for bait. It 
is extraordinary to think of fish 
queueing up for customers. 


o ° 


A second line of defence has been 
begun on the borders of Germany. 
It is said that, despite the warmer 
weather, the third bastion pro- 
tecting the Fuehrer himself was 
recently strengthened and he now 
wears a steel shirt with a.heavier 
mesh. 








In view of the serious damage to the Ruhr, Germany may 
decide to smelt Field-Marshal Goering. 


° ° 
Famous film-players are seen buying their own rations of 


meat at Hollywood shops. From sheer force of habit they 
demand fat parts. 


° ° 


“Mussolini is now fighting 
on his own doorstep,” says 
a newspaper. Italians won- 
der whether the R.A.F. will 
bother to knock or not. 


° °o 





A psychologist says that 
signs of conceit begin to 
develop in a baby at three 
years. Especially in the 
case of a child with a 
perambulator. 








° ° 


“Will Hitler Declare War on Turkey?” asks a headline 
in an evening paper. It seems unlikely—he isn’t half 
friendly enough with her yet. 


° ° 


It is reported on good authority that as soon as things 
get a little quieter in the Mediterranean, Italy will take a 
census of her islands. 


°o ° 


»An Each-Way Bet 


“British and American officers may 
now attend ‘language’ classes at what 
used to be a London club. 

Purpose of this school is to teach 
Americans the British tongue and British 
to the Americans.” —Reveille. 


° ° 


A conjurer says he has great 
difficulty nowadays in obtaining 
rabbits and goldfish to produce 
from a hat. We should have 
thought that a capable conjurer 
would only need a hat. 
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The Thunder Cloud 


whether you observed as I did (but with duller 

gaze than I) a stop press paragraph printed in one 
of the evening papers that shook me, as I read it, even more 
than the motion of my petulant bus-top, as we passed 
by the Nelson Column. It ran: 


Nm else seems to have noticed it. I don’t know 


Tax Starrs WanT TO 
nic Jow T.U.C. 


Inland Revenue Staff Federation conference to-day 
representing 27,000 members of Staffs in Income Tax 
offices passed resolution declaring time come for removal 
of ban on affiliation to T.U.C. 


It was not, perhaps, very prettily worded, but the 
meaning of it, the portent, are plain. Permit me then to 
dream forward for a few moments into the darkness of 
the post-war world. 


Tuis Precious GEM 


England is faced with another grave crisis. Unless the 
efforts of the newly-appointed Conciliation Board prevail 
before midnight to-morrow we shall be confronted with 
one of the darkest revolutions in our island history. A 
considerable section of the most determined operatives at 
Somerset House and at branches throughout the country, 
embittered to the point of desperation, will leave their 
ink-pots, will lay down their pens. There will be no more_ 
Income Tax. What has driven this hard-working class of 
the Civil Service to hold a pistol to the head of our national 
economy? Surely the difference can be accommodated. 
Reason and good sense are a part of our national heritage. 
We have weathered many a storm in the past by standing 
four-square to the tempest, and we cannot believe . . . 

The Morning Monitor. 


CoME THE THREE CORNERS 


Is it too late even now to hope that a spirit of com- 
promise may soften the angry mood of the strikers in 
what is, after all, perhaps the most important of our 
national industries? The procession which wound along 
the Strand yesterday, marshalled by policemen and 
bearing banners inscribed with the words “Government 
Unfair to Tax-Gatherers,” evoked many murmurs of 
sympathy from the multitudes assembled on the pavement. 
Their leader, a grey-haired man, his face lined with long 
devotion to his arduous labours, carrying in his hand a 
small attaché case marked 0.H.M.S., aroused in particular 
the emotions of his fellow citizens. Income-tax collectors 
as a body are some of the finest and toughest members of 
the community, whether they work on the actual Form Face, 
in the Menacing Letter, in the Extravagant Assessment 
Departments, or in the Detection of Evasions Bureau. 

If their demands are reasonable they should be met, 
and they can count on a large measure of public support 
behind them. If not, they should surely put patriotism 
before self-interest and return to their files. What, in 
effect, is the nature of their grievance? They do not ask 
for higher rates of pay. Their protest is against the 
avowed intention of the present Government to simplify 
the language of Schedule D and various portions of 
the Demand Notices, which have so long been a part of 
their life work, the secret of a skilled profession. which 
few but they can understand. The proposals of the 





Government, they consider (and perhaps not unjustly), 
can only lead to a reduction of staff and consequent 
unemployment. 

The dangerous spirit of unrest which has already com- 
municated itself to the Sur-tax office may spread even 
beyond the Direct Taxation branches and involve the whole 
fabric of our Internal Revenue. Absenteeism has reared 
its ugly head in the Excise and Probate Departments, and 
several of the Death Duty officials, usually among the 
most cheerful and contented of the nation’s workers, have 
been affected, often taking as much as an hour and a half 
off for lunch. Should the trouble go further we are 
menaced by the prospect of forgoing the customary 
duties on tobacco and beer. . . —The Daily Echo. 


Serious cases of sabotage, including the destruction of 
Final Demand Notices, are reported to-day. Pickets are 
intimidating loyal workers bent on returning to their 
posts. Elastic sleeve-suspenders have been broken, fountain 
pens have been torn forcibly from waistcoat pockets and 
trampled in the mud. . . —The Evening Flair. 


The impassioned plea of the Chancellor of the Exchequer 
to listen to the beating of the wings of the angel of peace 
cannot surely have fallen on deaf ears. . ..—The Sentinel. 


Rioting still prevails. A platoon of Coldstream Guards 
has been ordered to patrol the Strand. . . —The Evening 
Blare. 


A photograph of a typical tax-collector working on a 
Buff Form Face will be found on page seven... . 
The Daily Strip. 


MINISTERS OF GRACE 


A new Commission has been appointed consisting of 
chosen delegates from the Direct and Indirect Tax-payers’ 
Unions, the Tax Evaders’ Federation, officials of the 
Inland Revenue, the Sur-tax Guild, and representatives of 
Literature, Law, and the Association of Acrostic Solvers, 
under the presidency of the Archbishop of Canterbury, to 
investigate the terminology of Income-Tax forms. Is it 
too much to hope that the heart-rending spectacle of 
empty offices, idle schedules, and untouched inkpots . . .? 

The Morning Monitor. 


Anp WE SHALL SHocK THEM 


An agreement has been'reached at last on the question 
that has been threatening to divide our country as it has 
never been divided since the Civil War. Roughly the 
agreement entered into on the basis of a three-months’ 
trial is as follows: 


(1) A slight clarification is to be made in the language 
of Schedule D and certain other clauses in certain 
other forms. 

(2) A larger issue is to be made of identical notices 
dispatched from different offices to the same tax- 
payer on the same day. 

(3) A new grade of observation officers is to be created 
to make house-to-house visitations and note the 
reactions of tax-payers to the new scheme. 


Once again our country’s genius for conciliation has 
triumphed. A thoroughly deserving class of workers have 
held their ground without damage to their prestige and 
without loss to the community. May it be a lesson to us 
all._—The Daily Howl. EVoE. 
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INGRATITUDE 


“I’ve served you for the best years of my life—are you going to desert me now?” 
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“Straight stripes? Ob, those are the fellows who run the 


Misleading Cases 


Haddock v. Silkworm 


R. Justice Cheese, sitting with- 
M out a jury, to-day gave judg- 

ment in this libel action. He 
said: This is a suit for damages for 
defamation brought by Mr. Albert 
Haddock, an author, against Mr. 
Andrew Silkworm, head of the well- 
known multiple stores. 

The circumstances of the complaint 
are unusual. The defendants promi- 
nently exhibited a book by the 
plaintiff in the window of one of their 
stores in one of the principal streets of 
the Metropolis, the Strand. In the 
ordinary way most authors would be 
glad and grateful to have the attention 
of the public drawn to their works in 
such a place and manner. But the 
window in question was devoted to 
a praiseworthy display in aid of a 
“Salvage Drive” at that time being 


conducted by the Ministry of Supply. 
It contained a great number of old 
tooth-paste containers and milk-bottle 
tops, a pile of rags, a heap of waste 
paper, and other objects designed to 
show the people how they can con- 
tribute to the Allied cause by salving 
and surrendering any waste matter 
suitable for the making of munitions 
of war. And in the middle of the 
window were placed five or six books 
as a kind of centre-piece to the entire 
display. One of these books was by 
George Eliot, another by Lord Lytton, 
one by M. André Maurois, one by an 
eighteenth-century philosopher, and 
two by Mr. Haddock and another 
modern author. 

Not far off, in Trafalgar Square, the 
centre of the “Salvage Drive,” bands 
were playing, fiags flying, and public 
men from time to time were making 
speeches. Leaflets were distributed 
explaining in some detail the kind of 
scrap and waste matter the good 
citizens should surrender, to what 


Navy in peace-time.” 


processes it would be subjected, and 
what sort of munitions of war it would 
make or help to make. Four milk- 
bottle tops, he was told, will make one 
cartridge-cap plug. Three comic papers 
make two 25-pounder shell cups. One 
daily newspaper makes three 25- 
pounder shell cups. And six old books 
make one mortar-shell carrier. 

Waste paper, the leaflet continues— 
and it seems clear that old books 
surrendered as salvage fall into the 
category of waste paper—is sent to 
the pulping-mills, where it is thrown 
into a stream of hot water which carries 
it to the breaker-beater. This machine 
contains: revolving knives which shred 
the paper and reduce it to a coarse 
brown pulp with a consistency like that 
of porridge. The pulp then passes on 
to the sand-trap channels, where dirt 
and grit are deposited—and so on. 

Now, it will be at once conceded by 
any sensitive mind that an author is 
likely to feel pain at the thought of 
the children of his brain being torn 
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to pieces with revolving knives and 
reduced to a coarse brown pulp with 
a consistency like that of porridge. 
The assurance, however, that six of 
his books will go to the manufacture 
of one mortar-shell carrier and so 
contribute to the destruction of tyrants 
must be some comfort to any patriotic 
writer. Indeed, to do him justice, the 
plaintiff told the Court that, if that 
were all, he would no more shrink from 
a necessary sacrifice than the rest of 
his gallant fellow-countrymen; and he 
added that if the supply of mortar- 
shell carriers should ever fall behind 
the nation’s requirements he would 
willingly write more books to make 
good the deficiency. 

But that, he says—and there is a 
good deal of evidence to support him 
—is not quite all. There seems to be 
some confusion of purpose among His 
Majesty’s Departments in the matter 
of books. The plaintiff told the Court 
that he himself has more than once 
been desired by persons in authority 
to make appeals to the public to give 
up books, not for the pulping-machine 
but for the entertainment and refresh- 
ment of our soldiers and sailors in 
distant parts; and special arrangements 
were made for the collection and dis- 
tribution of such books. The supply of 
new books is sharply limited by the 
shortage of paper, and therefore any 
old book of good quality acquires a new 
importance. A simultaneous injunc- 
tion to throw all old books into the dust- 
bin with the tooth-paste containers 
does suggest, at first sight, the presence 
of divided counsels among those who 
govern us, a suggestion which must 
always be wounding to “the loyal 
subject. And, as the plaintiff observed, 
if the needs of the nation demand 
the general destruction of old books 
it would surely be administratively 
simpler-to requisition public libraries 
and second-hand book-shops en bloc. 
It is believed, for example, that there 
are many volumes at such institutions 
as the Bodleian Library and the 
British Museum whose “practical” 
value would be questioned by many. 

We were glad, therefore, to hear the 
evidence of an official of the Ministry 
of Supply. He said that the policy 
of the Salvage authorities was not, 
in fact, the wholesale destruction 
of books. The books received are 
“sorted out” and those considered 
suitable are sent to the fighting forces 
and the Megcantile Marine. This 
process is called Book Recovery. 
Who makes the selection of books to 
survive and upon what grounds, or 
what proportion of the books sur- 
rendered go to the troops and what to 
the porridge-makers was by no means 
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clear. Some may think that a some- 
what sinister form of Government 
censorship of thought has come into 
being; for what man is fitted to say 
what books are “suitable” for his 
fellow-men? And is there any reason 
to suppose that persons skilled in the 
general business of salvage have any 
special aptitude for literary criticism ? 
Some may be of a narrow way of 
thought and condemn to the breaker- 
beater works of lively fancy like 
the plaintiff’s: others, appointed to 
their posts without due examination 
of character, may despatch to our 





When Winter Comes 


HEN Winter comes, and 
come it must, 

Our simple sailors put their trust 
Not only in their daily tot 
Of Navy rum to keep them hot, 
Nor wholly in the morning gin 
To hold the central heating in. 
Though alcohol procures a glow 
Does it rebuff the ice or snow ? 
Can artificial stimulants 
Compete with heavy under-pants ? 
The answer’s in the negative. 
It’s only woollen goods that give 
Complete protection (which they 

need) : 
To naval ratings (Nelson’s breed). 


So up, ye knitters! Up, and knit 

A scarf, some gloves (and see they 
fit), 

Sea-boot stockings, helmets, too, 

As long as they’re in Navy blue. 

But if you lack the wool, or skill, 

Please write a largish cheque and 
fill 

It in to PUNCH’S COMFORTS 
FUND; 

Address it “ Bouverie St., Lond- 

on, E.C.4.”. And may we plead 

That he gives twice, who gives 
with speed ? 











innocent fighting men works which 
none of us would care to see them 
enjoy. 

But these questions, say the 
plaintiff's counsel, are only the back- 
ground of his case. For whether or 
not the Ministry’s policy of Book Re- 
covery be wisely conceived and carried 
out, there is no mention of it in the 
defendants’ window. The books, includ- 
ing the plaintiff’s, are not displayed 
there as examples of the kind of work 
which the citizen, however much he 
prizes them, should cheerfully sur- 
render for the comfort of the fighting 
men. At least, if that is in the mind of 
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the defendants, it nowhere appears. 
They are displayed in the company of 
old rags and tooth-paste containers; 
they are displayed, according to him, 
as ejusdem generis with such articles: 
and the message, for any ordinary and 
reasonable citizen, must be that the 
plaintiff’s book is fit only to be torn to 
pieces and converted into a brown 
porridge. The defendants, while they 
deny the innuendo, say that it is a 
compliment to any author in time of 
war to suggest that a book of his may 
make the sixth part of a mortar-shell 
container. The plaintiff replies that 
though that might be held a compli- 
ment by those who provided the paper 
and the binding, it would not add 
anything to his reputation as a writer. 
On the whole I think that he has 
sustained his case. If the defendants 
mean to say: “This is the sort of book 
you should give to the troops” they 
must say so clearly. What they have 
said, in effect, is: “This book is no 
better than an old tooth-paste con- 
tainer”: and they must pay enormous 
damages. A. P. H. 


°o ° 


Reversal 


NCE the air over our cities was 
a maze of sound 
And the shadow of wings 


Swept between England and the 
summer sun: 

Day after day, like darkness at noon- 
day, 

The shadow of wings passed over the 
bruised ground 

On fevered journeyings. 

And nights of stars there were, when 
every one 

Séemed in eclipse, and unseen shapes 
went by 

To harry our homes (our hearts’ loves) 
and lay waste the land: 

Night after night we lay 

While the foe held the fastness of the 
sky 

And dealt destruction with his envious 
hand. 


And in this we have known 
The courage of our kind 
Against the enemy’s fury; 

It is sunk, not like a stone 

In the deep pools of the mind, 
But lodged in memory. 


Is it this, then, that wakes 

In the white summer night 

That drones aloud with daring: 
When the world’s high roof shakes 
Above the purposed flight 


Of men at fierce far-faring? M. E.R. 





544 


PUNCH or Zhe London Charivari 





June 30 1943 


Twopenny-Halfpenny British 


WENT through the door on the left and up the narrow 
| wooden stairs, as directed, and found myself on a very 

small dark landing. One could see that the stairs went 
on upwards, but that was no concern of mine. Even 
without the help of the notice down below I should have 
known that the stamp-dealer would be on the first floor. 
Stamp-dealers always are. There is something respectable 
and straightforward about the first floor; higher up you 
get into the region of the bogus agencies. 

There were three doors on the landing, so I opened the 
one in the middle. I have found this the only way. If 
you begin to wonder which door is the right one you lose 
heart after a while and go downstairs again without 
opening any of them. Take the one nearest the stairs, 
open it quickly with a jerk of the right arm and stand well 
back. Then if they throw knives you can watch them go 
by or deflect them through the gully with your umbrella as 
you feel inclined. The great thing is, when you find 
yourself on a dark landing, make up your mind to dominate 
the situation from the start. 

On this ogeasion I got the right door second shot. In 
the first room I went into a small bald man was sewing 
austerity sand-bags. Having no need of them I stayed 
only long enough to dominate him and then left with some 
non-committal remark. If you get into the wrong room, 
the thing to do is to get out again. Say little or nothing, 
and go. Don’t fool about with the paper-weight on the 
man’s desk. : 

The stamp-dealer was busy dealing. He sat in his shirt- 
sleeves opposite a dark man of markedly Mediterranean 
extraction whose face was pitted all over with craters. I 
put him down as a Pantellarian. As for the stamp-dealer, 
you couldn’t put him down at all, as I soon discovered. 

They were discussing a single stamp, also of foreign 
extraction, which lay in a special transparent envelope 
before them. I think the dealer had just offered five 
hundred for it and the Pantellarian had told him he had 
dropped in to do business, not to borrow small change for 
a phone call. Sooner or later one of them would say “Make 
it guineas,” and the deed would be done. They had that 
air about them. None the less, to get rid of me I suppose, 
the dealer broke off the negotiations and spared me a glance. 

“Yes?” he said. 

I waved a deprecatory hand. 
great importance,” I said. 

In a twinkling he had hustled the Pantellarian out 
through one door and pushed his typist through another. 

“Now,” he said. ‘You buy, or sell?” 

“I buy,” I said. 

“So. You come from Lisbon?” 

“No,” I said. “I come from Hinchley Wood.” 

He seemed surprised at that, though I don’t know why. 
A man doesn’t have to come all the way from Lisbon to 
buy stamps. I began to point this out to the dealer, but 
he interrupted me. 

“Your bona fides?” he snapped. 

This nettled me. I am an even-tempered person, slow 
to anger, but I do not greatly care about being snapped at 
by philatelists. i 

“Listen,” I said. “I want to start my small son off on a 
collection. He’s got a one-cent Canadian and eighty-six 
used ~ British, but not much else. Do you sell?” 

His face fell. He had a perforated look. He reminded me 
irresistibly of a used 24d. British. . 

“You said your business was important,” he said at last. 


“My business isn’t of 


I never argue with dealers. “I have stated my business,” 
I said austerely; ‘‘if you are prepared to deal, deal. Other- 
wise I will bid you good-day.” 

For answer he reached an arm into a cupboard and 
flipped a large envelope full of stamps on the table. 

“What is this?” I asked. 

“Twenty-seven and six,” he said. 

“Come, come,” I cried. “I want to help my son sfart 
his collection, not finish it.” 

“Two shillings,” he said, not without loathing, tossing 
a very much smaller envelope in front of me. 

“T buy,” I said, picking it up. ‘“‘What are they?” 

“Fifty colonies,” he said. 

I peered through the transparent cover and made out, 
on a brownish sort of stamp, the word EGYPTE. Quite 
a surprise for King Farouk to find himself in that packet, 
as I pointed out to the dealer. But he didn’t seem to care. 

“Do you include the United States as well?” I asked. 
“ After all, there’s nothing like opening up old wounds.” 

He didn’t seem to care about that either. 

I handed him a pound note to signify that the preliminary 
negotiations were over. 

“Nothing smaller?” he said, offensive to the last. 

“Certainly not.” 

The typist, called in to assist, had nothing smaller either. 
Nor had the Pantellarian. We were a well-to-do lot. 

“Well ” said the dealer, and for a moment I feared 
he was about to offer to give me my change in stamps. 
But he said nothing more. Indeed, he seemed to lose 
interest in the deal altogether. 

“All right,” I said suddenly, hating it all, “ keep your 
fifty colonies. Or better still, ask your friend here to give 
them to Mussolini. He’s short of them, I’m told.” 

I went out then. When you have said something good 
always go away at once. If you don’t, the other man may 
say something better, which means you have got to hang 
about thinking up something better still. I have wasted 
over an hour before now swapping clever things with some 
tiresome character; and neither of us a penny the better off 
at the end of it. 

Just as I reached the ground floor I heard the dealer’s 
insolent voice telling me quite unnecessarily to be careful 
of the stairs in the dark. I couldn’t very well have been 
more careful of them. Six of them I never —. all. 





° ° 


In One Minute, the News... 


| hg he carefully, both here and when abroad; 
Your tyres are not like love, which lasts for ay 
(At least it should do, even if you are wedded); 
And, ladies of the wheel, remember, pray, 
That, though young love’s paths cannot be retrod, 
Tyres, if not too far gone, can be retreaded. 
- J. B.N. 
° ° 


Symptom ° 

From an official pamphlet, “ Health Memoranda for British Soldiers 
in the Tropics.” 

“ Rabies is a disease which chiefly affects dogs and jackals. The 
signs of rabies in a dog may be very indefinite, but if any of the 
following are noticed the dog should be tied up and medical or 
veterinary advice sought. 

1. A short illness ending in death.” 
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The Belt 


' WONDER,” said Lieutenant 
Sympson after lunch the other 
day, “if you would mind keeping 

watch on the sergeants’ mess, and if 

the Quartermaster comes out keep 
him talking until I have a chance to 
make a getaway.” 

Without waiting for an answer he 
dashed away in the direction of the 
large tent where the C.Q.M.S. keeps 
his stores. Presently the C.Q.M.S. 
came out of the sergeants’ mess, and 
I button-holed him and talked about 
Refuse Disposal, which is his pet 
subject. I managed to keep him with 
his back to the store, and presently I 
saw Sympson emerge in a shame-faced 
sort of way with a sack over his 
shoulder, hare across the parade 
ground, and disappear into our own 
tent. 

With a final succinct summing-up 
of Egyptian sewage wagons I bid the 
C.Q.M.S. farewell and followed Symp- 
son. I asked him what he had stolen 
from the C.Q.M.S. Store, and why. 

“It’s perfectly simple,” he said, 
“and it might have happened to any- 
body. You know that Corporal Kaloli 
Damundawa is on guard outside the 
Ministry of Assorted Objects in 
Cairo?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Well, in the course of my duty two 
nights ago I visited them, and Private 
Bau Bayakapeesi turned out without 
a belt. Naturally I ticked him off in 
my best Swahili, but he said that the 
belt was broken, and produced it. It 
‘ proved to have come unstitched at the 
end, where the two bits join together 
round one’s middle. So, in a weak 
moment, I said I would take it back 
to camp and change it, which I did. 
Yesterday morning I gave Bau Bayaka- 
peesi a brand-new belt, and he was 
delighted. I may say that it took me 
half an hour to wring it out of the 
C.Q.M.S., who said that Bau Bayaka- 
peesi should have sewn up the old belt 
instead of asking for a new one.” 

“Quite,” I said. 

“Well, when I went to visit the 
Guard last night Corporal Kaloli 
Damundawa and all his men, except 
Bau Bayakapeesi, paraded for inspec- 
tion without belts. ‘Where are your 
belts?’ I asked sternly. ‘Alas!’ said 
Corporal Kaloli, ‘the strain of our 
hard work has been too much for 
them. They have all come unsewn. 
If you will change them for new ones 
all will be well.’ And he handed me 
all the old belts in a sack.” 

“T’m not at all surprised,” I told 
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Sympson. “Our East Africans are not 
a greedy lot as a rule, but if one man 
gets anything new, they all want it.” 
“Exactly,” said Sympson. “I am 
aware of that regrettable tendency, 
but naturally I could not countenance 
it. Obviously they had deliberately 
unsewn all their belts, and I told them 
so. Corporal Kaloli became very indig- 
nant, but said that if I liked to give 
each man back his own belt they 
would sew them up again. Then he 
relapsed into a moody silence.” 
Sympson relapsed into something of 
a moody silence himself at this point. 
“Anybody would have thought,” 
he resumed, “that it was a perfectly 
simple matter to give back six belts to 
six men. But it was not. Each of the 
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men, when I tried to give him a belt, 
said that it belonged to somebody else, 
and when I tried to give it to the man 
he indicated he just laughed scornfully 
and said that unless he could get his 
own belt back he would have a new 
one, and when I asked him to pick out 
his own belt he said it was not there. 
So in the end I decided to get new belts 
for all of them, and naturally I 
preferred to negotiate with the native 
storeman rather than with the C.Q.M.S. 
Thanks, by the way, for keeping the 
C.Q.MS. at bay. And I hope you won’t 
mind my telling the native storeman 
that the belts were for you. I hinted that 
you had got into a tangle of promises 
with one of your sections owing to 
your limited knowledge of Swahili.” 





546 PUNCH or The London Charivari 


June 30 1943 


H. J. Talking 


UR pianola once gave me the idea of extending the 
principle to other musical instruments. I invented 
in rapid succession a harpola, a drumola and a 
double-bassola, but at the first public performance of the 
drumola gravelled is what I was by the lack of compositions 
written for the instrument. I was finally driven back on 
a Central African dithyramb which had been broadcast 
successfully in the Congo. When written down in words 
it came more or léss to this: 


“The late husband of my present wife 
Was a famous slayer of elephants, 
- Nor was he to be despised 
As a witty and amusing companion; 
But for all his accomplishments, varied as they were, 
He was unable to avoid my little- blow-pipe, 
With which I acquired, at a single puff, 
Several cattle, much prestige and the indomitable lady 
Who is now stirring a small pot by my side 
And at intervals giving vent 
To sounds expressive of satisfaction.” 


My addition to the possibilities of music-making in the 
home led me into an interesting association with The 
League of Small Housewives. This was an organization 
to defend the interests of such against those making their 
nests in the stately homes of England. While duchesses 
agitated for large carpets, the League fought for small ones. 
Pressure was put on writers of manuals of etiquette to 
adapt them for use in flats and bungalows, cutting out 
instructions on how to lead your partner up and down the 
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“All right, you two, you can come out now—I can 
see you perfectly.” 


stairs and how to tip butlers, and substituting what to do 
if there were two spoons for three people. The L.O.S.H. 
was always ready to take up any progressive cause, and 
at various times had supported movements for teaching 
clock-making in schools, banning fiction from public 
libraries and sending telegrams in Esperanto to foreign 
powers advocating the use of English as an international 
language. The secretary was an enthusiastic opponent of 
caging birds and was always buying them to release, until 
trouble was caused by her acting thus towards some 
vultures at Ealing West. 

My association with the League consisted of their giving 
me an address of congratulation which they made them- 
selves by poker-work on a very large piece of wood. Its 
length was due to the fact that they had many arguments 
over it when in committee and decided to include all the 
amendments in full with the names of the proposers and 
seconders. Owing to its size and weight the actual handing 
over was difficult and finally it was done by proxy, four 
navvies hired by the society transferring it publicly to 
four hired by me. 

One of the most interesting things a scientist has to deal 
with is a tendency for things to change colour suddenly 
in the middle of an experiment. This of course is mainly 
noticed by chemists, but occasionally the biologist also 
has his reward. I once, for example, produced a most 
striking effect when I succeeded, after great difficulty, in 
infecting a chameleon with jaundice. Blushing can produce 
many curious tints, though there are serious obstacles to 
producing this experimentally. Lost to all sense of shame 
is what tortoises, for instance, seem to be. 

One of my best by-products was a very brightly 
coloured gas, and by liberating large clouds of this I gave 
my neighbours ‘the impression of living in a completely 
blue world, an experience I should have thought interesting 
and character-forming in the extreme. Unfortunately 
they got into their minds that I was doing it as propaganda 
for the Conservative Party, and when, to convince them 
of my impartiality, I produced a red gas, it had the unfor- 
tunate property of eating its way through plate-glass and 
thus lowering the value of windows. The local Labour 
Party considered I was doing damage to their cause and 
tried to obtain an injunction against me, while the Liberal 
Party offered me a large bribe not to extend my experi- 
ments to yellow. To end the matter by establishing my 
bona fides, I produced a completely colourless gas which 
smelt, to my dismay, of primroses. 

B. Smith has recently bought a toy which tells your 
fortune. You spin a knob and out shoots a little card 
which is printed by a special printing machine inside. 
Immediately he got it he took it to pieces and put it 
together again, and this seems to havé had the effect on 
it of a moral shock, because the first three cards he got 


* out of it said: 


(1) You are about to cross the sea, but don’t 
forget extradition. ; 

(2) Beware of a man with a squint; he is the police. 

(3) You are going to meet a dark woman: Heaven 
help‘her. 


° °o 


Anticlimax 


“Fully Licensed Bar adjacent to Pavilion— Minerals only.” 
Concert Programme. 
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Atoms Wha Hae 


HEN I took up Dr. John Read’s little book in the 
W Pac: series on Explosives I did not expect to be 

troubled by much more than an intermittent 
imaginary bang. True, when I first opened it and caught 
sight of the section on “How to Write Thermochemical 
Equations” I could not help noticing, only four lines below 
that sub-heading, the serrated edges of 

2 H, + O, = 2 H,O (gas) + (2 x 57,800) g.-cals 





but I was reasonably confident of my ability to glide 
smoothly over that when it cropped up. 

However, beginning at page one—I should say, at page 
eleven—I found to my dismay that Dr. Read was deter- 
mined that I should start by understanding chemistry. 
This in itself is a not unreasonabie aim; but the point is 
that, on the assumption that I, like so many other people, 
find ideas expressed in personalities the easiest to grasp, 
he sets out to teach us the chemistry of explosives by means 
of the personification of atoms. 

And my word, this lets us in for something. The idea 
in particular of one atom of chlorine’s being greeted by 
another—of chlorine—with the ejaculation “Hail, fellow, 
well met!” (a pretty scene Dr. Read imagines on page 
twenty-three) seems questionable in the extreme. The 
trouble with personification is that it can’t go on in a 
vacuum: the personified idea, or object (if an atom is an 
object), comes trailing clouds of dubiously relevant if not 
indeed profoundly unwelcome associations. 

The chlorine atom whose bonhomie I have been venturing 
to doubt is also credited by Dr. Read with preferences: 
“alternatively,” he says, “it may prefer to greet an atom 
of hydrogen, thereby giving rise to a molecule of hydrogen 
chloride” and recalling to my mind the fable of the spider 
and the fly. . 

The most impressive of these atomic social encounters 
is also the first described in the book. Hardly has Dr. 
Read laid his cards on the table by suggesting that we 
envisage the hydrogen atom as “a diminutive being 
possessing one hand” when he proceeds, not only to 
explain that “When two such atomic individuals meet, 
they clasp hands and remain in an attitude of permanent 
greeting,” but also to imply that one, or possibly even both 
in chorus, chant or chants the lines— 


And here’s a hand, my trusty fiere, 
And gie’s a hand o’ thine; 

And we'll tak’ a right guid-willie waught 
For auld lang syne. 


In other words, hydrogen atoms are familiar with a 
stanza of “Auld Lang Syne” that is unknown even to most 
people who can remember the third (or for that matter 
the second) stanza of “God Save the King.” I cannot help 
wondering what kind of a Scottish accent they put up. 

As for the oxygen atom, that has “twice the combining— 
or hand-shaking—capacity of the hydrogen atom.” ‘When 
it clasps an atom of hydrogen with each hand it forms a 
molecule of steam.” 

I can imagine. And I suppose at the very least they speak 
Gaelic (like two Aran Islanders meeting in a Turkish bath). 

Do not, however, be so hasty as to imagine that the 
oxygen atom with its two eager outstretched hands is the 
life and soul of the party. The nitrogen atom offers three 
hands to hydrogen atoms. But it “holds two other hands 
in reserve,” whereas the carbon atom, though possessing 
apparently only four hands, extends all of them to 
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“What exactly is the correct procedure in regard to 
a fire started by one of our own cigarette-ends?”’ 


everybody. In carbon compounds perhaps the atoms sing a 
four-part rendering of ““Sweet Adeline” in Erse.... At 
any rate when a number of carbon atoms join hands and 
form a chain, and then (by the linking-up of the two ends 
of the chain) a ring, they may be depicted (says Dr. Read) 
“as dancing in gay abandon round a molecular mulberry 
bush.” This definitely stamps carbon as better though 
possibly more exhausting company than nitrogen, which 
“enters into chemical combination only with great reluct- 
ance, and retires from such distasteful gregariousness into 
‘splendid isolation’ at the first opportunity.” 

But it is a bit distracting to have the ideas of gaiety 
and abandon—abandon—connected with things of which 
the behaviour is (this I take, after all, to be the whole 
idea of explosives) essentially predictable. For nitrogen 
does bring us to explosives at last: it is on. nitrogen 
(says Dr. Read) that most explosives depend for 
their existence. 

Remember nevertheless that we are still in the depart- 
ment of Free Association. We now come to a region 
tufted, or plastered, with cheques. 

Cheques. Exactly when they are signed, and in ink of 
what colour, and whether there are any blots, I don’t know: 
but in two examples we are specifically given the signatories 
are toluene, which crosses its cheque “payable only in 
an oxygen-containing atmosphere” (possibly adding “& 
Co.,” by kind permission of Mr. Dornford Yates) and is 
therefore characterized as ‘‘cautious,” and trinitrotoluene, 
or TNT, which because it signs an open cheque is called 
“impulsive.” 

Here at last, I am happy to say, Dr. Read turns in an 
adjective with which I unreservedly and without any 
hesitation agree. 

Speaking of trinitrotoluene—it makes a nice crisp note 
on which to end, don’t you think?—Dr. Read casually 
observes that there is far more energy stored up in a 
pound of butter than in a pound of tnt. Think of that 
next time you have indigestion after breakfast. R. M. 
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“Hard luck, Uncle! 


HE window of the nursery was 

open so that from my deck-chair 

on the lawn I could hear Miss 
Lippincott’s mellifluous recital as she 
sought to put Master John William to 
sleep. 


“Pussy ’s gone to bye-bye and all the 
baa-lambs have gone to bye-bye,” she 
cooed. ‘Piggy Porker’s gone to bye- 
bye and all the moo-cows have gone 
to bye-bye. Little Dorothy has gone 
to bye-bye and Michael Brewster’s 
gone to bye-bye. All the birdies are 
sleepy bye-byes and all the flieses 
have gone to bye-bye. .. .” 


Miss Lippincott’s voice was urgent 
and impressive. The rhythm of her 
phrasing emphasized the importunity 
of her message. Like Master John 
William I felt rather guilty to be 
awake when so much around me was 
asleep. I dozed. 

For twenty years I had suffered from 
insomnia. I had tried everything. My 
bedroom is full of useless remedial 
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Insomnia 


apparatus. On the ceiling there is a 
thick black arrow pointing to geogra- 
phic north. Years ago I believed that 
a person lying longitudinally would be 
rendered unconscious if the centrifugal 
force engendered by the earth’s rota- 
tion were allowed to drain the brain of 
its blood-stream. From the day of my 
disillusionment I have never read a 
single line of the Daily Echo. 


Other so-called remedies that I have 
tried include:.- 


(1) Counting sheep. My last effort 
ended with a nervous breakdown when 
I had accumulated 6,723 Leicesters, 
5,042 Romneys (251 suffering from 
foot-and-mouth disease), 3,841 Merinos 
and 731 black-faced Cheviots. 

(2) “Poor robin-ism”—putting the 
head under the wing (bed-clothes) to 
induce a state of asphyxia by carbon- 
dioxide poisoning. 

(3) Listening to gramophone records 
of one of my own lectures. This method 
proved abortive since I soon developed 
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I’m afraid you've taxied into the drink!” 


the habit of “cutting” 
lectures. ' 

(4) Reading the celebrated soporific 
lines of Tennyson: 


my own 


Music that gentlier on the spirit lies, 

Than tired eyelids upon tired eyes: 

. Music that brings sweet sleep down 
from the blissful skies. 


My failure with this method was due 
to my unfortunate tendency to sibilate 
rather heavily. Whenever I recited 
the lines a policeman would break into 
the house to turn off the gas at the 
main. 

That is my history. And now mere 
chance has taught me how to recapture 
the peaceful sleep of my childhood. I 
do not of course employ the same 
dramatis persone as Miss Lippincott. 
There are no moo-cows and birdies 
in my bedtime story. I just say 


to myself “Goebbels is not asleep, 
Goering is not asleep, Ribbentrop is not 
asleep, Mussolini is not asleep... . 
I have never yet got as far as Hitler. 


” 
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“Good luck, Sir! 


CEDANT ARMA TOG# 


After all, it isn’t every Field-Marshal who carries a Viceroy’s baton in his knapsack.” 










At the Revivals 





“TOBIAS AND THE ANGEL” 
(REGENT’S PaRK) 
“THe TEMPEST” (FINCHLEY) 
“THE JUDGEMENT OF Dr. JOHNSON” 
(ARTs) 


Mr. Bripie’s dramatizations of the 
Apocrypha suit open-air performance 
quite as well as some Shakespeare and 
better than most. The revival of 
Tobias and the Angel at Regent’s Park 
is a pleasure to watch. The evening is 
heavy with the perfume of the late 
June roses. Brightness falls 
from the air, and a late 
finch twitters in the garden- 
croft (if Nashe, Henley, 
Keats, and the Weather 
Clerk are all agreeable). 
In these circumstances it 
is easy and pleasing to 
watch onee again T'obias’s 
journey from Nineveh to 
Ecbatana in the company 
of the Archangel Raphael, 
his marriage with the rich 
Jew’s daughter, his con- 
founding of the demon 
Asmoday, and his joyous 
reunion with his aged 
parents. 

It is all written in such 
delectably lucid, such un- 
tiresomely whimsical prose. 
In the printed version Mr. 
Bripié has a note about 
his dialogue which really 
ought to be printed in the 
programme ofeveryrevival. 
Authors are always either 
illuminating or amusing or 
both about their own style, 
and Mr. Bripre—an excep- 
tion to most rules—is no 
exception to this one. 
“One or two liberties have 
been taken with the text,” 
he tells us. “The language 
spoken by the characters has been 
altered from a rather portentous 
Jacobean phraseology to a speech 
belonging to no particular period—a 
speech that might equally have been 
used by a pupil of Swift or an apostle 
of Arnold Bennett... . I thought it 
necessary, too, that an Archangel, for 
whom time had no objective reality, 
should be a thorough Modern. He has, 
therefore, stolen a little from a vague 
recollection of Plato’s dialogues. Apart 
from this, his detachment, his dignity 
and his peculiar sense of humour are 
all to be found in the original.” 


This fully sanctions the Angel 


quoting Dryden or Pope, and explain- 
ing to Sarah that she has fallen in love 
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“only in a Pickwickian sense.” But 
what fun to hear him do such things, 
even without the explanations! In the 
Park revival Mr. Tristan Rawson, 
though he has neither Mr. AINLEy’s 
majestic trick of looking eight feet high 
nor Mr. Rospert EppIson’s natural 
gift of looking as though Piero della 
Francesca had painted him, has yet a 
patient languor all his own. It con- 
forms with the part to admiration. Mr. 
Mito SPERBER, too, gives Tobias his 
own odd kind of charm, Mr. ELiot 
MaKEHAM is a capital Tobit, and Miss 
Patricia Hicks is—as a _ certain 
foolish knight would say in another of 


the plays they do on this sward—as 
pretty a piece of Eve’s flesh as any in 
Illyria—or rather, in Ecbatana. 


Mr. Ropert ATKINS has a second 
open-air company this year, performing 
The Tempest and As You Like It. 
The other evening we went all the way 
to Avenue House Gardens in Finchley 
to see the former production. Let it 
be said at once that the march to 
Finchley was well rewarded. The first 
little scene of shipwreck which goes 
for very little in the theatre, goes for 
nothing at all in an arboreal park. It 
becomes merely some shouting out of 
a bush, to loud music. But once the 
admired Miranda steps, on to the 


. RussELL Howartu 
. Mito SPERBER - 
. Tristan Rawson 
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sward to ask her father what all the 
din portends, the play recasts its 
peculiar spell and holds us entranced 
when it is as well done as here. Mr. 
Atkins shrewdly plays Caliban him- 
self, convinced at last—since he has 
often been told so—that he is the best 
of our time, the only monster to attain 
the pathos as well as the uncouthness. 
And the same actor-producer has been 
shrewd again in finding a new young 
actress of striking beauty, grace, and 
promise, Miss HELEN CHERRY, to play 
both Miranda and Rosalind. Her 
Rosalind is stated on good authority 
to be as heavenly as her Miranda is 
admired. If the journey 
could be called really neces- 
sary we should travel as 
far as Manchester (where 
this company is open- 
airing for the next three 
weeks) to see for ourselves. 
Mr. WILFRID WALTER’S 
well-spoken Prospero is 
none the worse for looking 
almost bewilderingly like 
Mr. Rawson’s Angel in the 
other play. He has the 
same patiently bored air. 
But then no Prospero can 
possibly help looking a 
little bored at the sound of 
his own redundancies. 


One has only to re-read 
Boswell on the encounter 
between John Wilkes and 
Dr. Johnson and then 
compare the scene in G. K. 
CHESTERTON’S play to 
realize what a superior 
dramatist Boswell might 
have made. Do we mean 
superior to G.K.C.? We do. 
This play also has a note to 
its printed version which 
ought to find its way into 
the theatre-programme. It 
points out that “real 
remarks of Dr. Johnson 
are scattered among inferior parodies 
of him.” The parodies are so little 
inferior that they keep us all guess- 
ing. But the play, for all its piety 
and wit, does not “come off.” Its 
personages never settle down to be 
“quite frank and easy” among them- 
selves, as Johnson and Wilkes did on 
that famous occasion. The play’s 
frame—a fictitious episode of how 
Johnson dealt with two Republican 
spies—does not hold the attention. 
The sketch of Boswell is grotesquely 
inadequate, Burke becomes a not 
particularly eloquent lay-figure, and 
Dr. Johnson, like Shakespeare, is far 
too large a character to be impersonated 
by a play-actor in a wig. A. D. 
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The Phoney Phleet 


XXIV—H.M.S. “ Rake” 


IEUTENANT Dibbs, R.N.V.R., 

Inherited from his papa 

The sum of several million quid. 
He struggled staunchly to get rid 
Of all he could, but, though the State 
Was eager to co-operate, 
He found, especially afloat, 
He couldn’t speed the parting note 
At nearly a sufficient rate 
To force a bridgehead, infiltrate 
Or cope in any other way 
With this excessive mass of pay. 


His ship, a trawler called the Rake, 

Could, at the very utmost, make - 

A doubtful seven knots, which meant 

That other craft with whom she went 

In company could see her off. 

It hurt young Dibbs to hear them 
scoff, 

And, what with that and all his 
dough, , 

The chap’s morale was very low. 


Invention is the child of need, 

And Rake’s unusual lack of speed 

Turned out a blessing in disguise. 

She figured in an exercise 

In which an Admiral took ina 

He seemed against them from the 
start ; 

And after being rude all day 

He had Dibbs’ trawler towed away. 

This was the limit. Back in port 

Dibbs blindly rushed ashore and bought 

Some special turbines that he’d seen 

Outside a hardware shop; they’d been 

Most lavishly designed and built 

In stainless steel and silver-gilt 

For someone in Los Angeles. 

(He’d thought a yacht or two might 
please 

Dolores Dolla; but of course 

What she was after was divorce— 

And that was that.) The hardware 
man 

Dispatched them in a plainish van 

And fitted them at once; his charge 

Was most encouragingly large 

And Dibbs perceived a way at last 

To make his cash, and Rake, go fast. 


The rest was money for old rope: 

He sank the Jerry’s Great White 
Hope 

By ramming her at eighty knots 

In all her vulnerable spots. 

Before he made a second cruise 

He bought the Mauretania’s screws 





The fact that goods made of raw materials in short 
supply owing to war conditions are advertised in this 
paper should not be taken as an indication that they 








are necessarily available for export. 
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And had his hull rebuilt in thin 
But very hard duralumin. 

This made him able to compete 
Even with Eye-ties in retreat 
And brought him in the D.S.O. 
For sinking a Littorio. 
Returning to the homely Huns, 
He overhauled his vessel’s guns, 
And spent a useful little sum 

On lining them with platinum. 
Enlightened measures such as these 
Produced a brace of D.S.C.s 

And put five U-boats in the bag. 


Where is the stunt without its snag, 
The scheme completely buttoned up? 
The sin of pride detached the cup 
From Dibbs’ protruding upper lip: 
After the Rake’s eleventh trip 
(Which netted him an O.B.E.) 
Dibbs asked the Flag to come and 
see 
What enterprise (and wealth) had 
done. 
He brought his Secretary, one 
Whose mind was poisoned by the dregs 
Of nameless orgies of King’s Regs— 








“Where to, Jack?” 
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A ghoul in naval uniform 

To whom departures from the norm 

Were worse than bombs or dire 
disease. 

The gross irregularities 

Which Dibbs had wrought upon the 
Rake 

Were so enormous as to make 

This Pay Commander throw a fit 

And (after he’d got over it) 

To haul friend Dibbs before a Court. 

The charges that that Pay -bob 
brought 

Ranged from the usual “. . 
he, 

Etc.,” down to Barratry, 

Demurrage, Jetsam, Ullage and 

Six others I don’t understand. 

But, as the findings pointed out, 

You can’t muck H.M. Ships abeut 

Without permission from My Lords, 

Or rope in Honours and Awards 

Because you happen to be rich. 

A very sound idea, with which 

We democratic types concur 

Or do we? 


. in that 


Mine’s a double, sir. 
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“Now this is what I call a ticket. No shredding, 


, 


no rolling into small pellets, no mutilation... 


Our Booking-Office 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks) 





Max Beerbohm and Lytton Strachey 


By being seldom seen Sir Max BEERBonM, like Shake- 
speare’s Bolingbroke, cannot stir but like a comet he is 
wondered at, and his rare appearances are graced by the 
same courtesy and humility that endeared Bolingbroke to 
the public. This tribute to a famous contemporary (Lytton 
Strachey. The Rede Lecture, 1943. CAMBRIDGE UNIVERSITY 
Press, 1/6) is not indeed an uninterrupted eulogy. Lytton 
Strachey, according to Max BEERBOHM, was neither a 
great writer, nor a great man, nor very warm-hearted. He 
was repelled by strength of character, and practical sense 
and efficiency, and could not perceive grit even in men whose 
more delicate qualities won his approval. These demerits, 
baldly set down one after the other, might have made this 
tribute read almost like a disparagement; but prefaced as 
they are by Max BEERBOoHM’s joyful recognition, when 
Eminent Victorians came out, of an ironist far superior to 
himself, and dropped here and there into passages of 
otherwise cordial praise, their total effect is trifling. 

Though not a man of genius, Lytton Strachey was, Max 
BEERBOHM says, an exquisite literary artist. “Genius is, 
by the nature of it, always in rather a hurry. Genius can’t 
be bothered about perfection. Each of the four essays in 
Eminent Victorians was, as a work of art, perfect.” Tolstoi 
rewrote War and Peace seven times; Beethoven, Milton, 
and Wordsworth were slow laborious workers, and it is 
generally accepted now that Shakespeare’s greatest plays 
are revisions of earlier less satisfactory versions. The anti- 
thesis between the trivial perfection achieved by small 
artists and the hit-or-miss effects of more richly-endowed 
temperaments was popularized by G. K. Chesterton, who 
made it part of his case for Dickens against the zesthetes. 
One may, however, prefer Dickens to Ernest Dowson and 
yet regret that his system of writing his novels in monthly 
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instalments compelled him, as it compelled Dostoevsky, 
to sacrifice quality to quantity. Conversely, no amount of 
care devoted to the manner will produce a work of art if, 
as in Strachey’s portrait of Dr. Arnold, which Max BEEr- 
BOHM calls “definitely unfair,” there is no imaginative 
understanding of the subject. 

If assailable in its main argument, this tribute has many 
incidental touches which will delight those who believe the 
author of Seven Men, unhurried and unhurryable though he 
is, to possess genius. One might be beginning a companion 
narrative to Maltby and Braxton when one reads: 
“English readers are ever instantly impressionable by 
Prime Ministers. Mr. Gladstone had made the fortune of 
Robert Elsmere. Quite recently Lord Baldwin did like 
service to the work of Mary Webb. In the meantime Mr. 
Asquith had set the name of Lytton Strachey on the lips 


of all men.” H. K. 


The Dawn is Overcast. 


One of the practical drawbacks to each man’s working 
out his own creed is that ungovernable youth is apt to 
slip by in a series of abortive spiritual experiments; and if 
and when you succeed in making sense of yourself and your 
universe it is too late to apply your knowledge to your 
conduct. The habit of not taking ancestral wisdom into 
account may be courageous, but it is undeniably wasteful; 
and The Serpent (FaBrEr, 8/6), in which the son of a dis- 
possessed Highland crofter grows to be ‘The Philosopher” 
of a mildly derisive neighbourhood, is all the more depress- 
ing as a novel by reason of its savage inevitability. Reared 
by a heroic mother and a bigoted father to a point when 
a landless adolescent’s exile to a town becomes imperative, 
Tom Mathieson returns from Glasgow with enough crude 
atheism to affront his parents’ piety and enough commercial 
ambition to jar on the frugal contentment that only piety 
can sustain. This clash, coupled with Tom’s blind passion 
for a local wanton, gets Mr. Nem M. Gunn’s luckless hero 
credited with two murders; and finally leaves him, stranded 
high beyond the tides of local life, after a span whose best 
moments have been “‘only the good hours of an ague.” 

H. P. E. 


High Jinks 


Very good fun and very welcome fun is Mr. Joun 
KeEnDALL’s Dum-Dum: His Book of Beasts (Harrap, 
7/6). Anyone who happens to like animals will enjoy the 
understanding and characterization that flash out in his 
verses—the rhinoceros who “idly stirred his tiny caudal,” 
and the petted Faurette who “looks down coldiy between 
a sneer and a frown” on other less aristocratic and pampered 
dogs. It seems unnecessary to say that there is not a single 
set of verses in the whole forty-two that is not both funny 
and deft, and the parodies such as “The Threnedy on a 
Polar Bear” that has for its ancestor Scott’s “O listen, 
listen ladies gay” or the lovely lines beginning “ Behold him 
single in the mart, a lone and solitary pig” are sheer delight. 
The contents of the book have been selected from Mr. 
KENDALL’s previous books and from his many contributions 
to the pages of Punch, but they make so homogeneous a 
whole that one has the feeling that they must all have run 
or flown or trotted from their other accommodation, 
however good, when they heard of the opening of this 
most attractive new zoo. B. E. S. 


From Sea-Bed to Breakfast-Table 
Averting one’s gaze from a chaos of controlled fish— 
which leaves most housewives confronting a vacant slab 
or a still-life of marine museum-pieces and periwinkles, 























one feels a nostalgic pleasure in reading Mr. MicHarn 
GrAHAM’S delightful book The Fish Gate (FABER, 10/6). 
Here you have not only the whole story of the English 
fishing industry—from the cradle to what (the writer avers) 
need not necessarily be the grave; but a marine biologist’s 
wholly enjoyable picture of the underwater society on 
whose shifts and vagaries the whole business rests. From 
the sailing drifter to the trawler—both admirably recalled 
in a series of exceptionally good illustrations—the industry 
proceeds, like most other industries, from simple methods 
entailing excellent results and a modest livelihood to 
complex methods entailing poor results and (after a brief 
blaze of commercial glory) no livelihood at all. A typical 
climax sees the finest ships come home with the worst 
catch—half-a-holdful of Iceland cod, fourteen days old. 
The remedy lies. mainly with the housewife, who should 
know what she wants and insist on getting it. But more 
might perhaps have been made of the discouragement of 
the hawker, who at least used to see that a glut at Billings- 
gate was the housewife’s effective opportunity. 4H. P. E. 








Justice, With Cap and Beils 


On the jacket of Tales From Two Pockets (ALLEN AND 
Unwin, 7/6) stands a jester holding the sword and scales 
of Justice. The designer has virtually reviewed the book. 
KaREL CaPEK’s mood in these unusual crime stories is 
one of benevolent scepticism. He asks, it seems, “What is 
crime?” and though he accepts a conventional answer his 
smile has aroused doubts in his audience. For nothing is 
single, plain, and distinct. Even murder may have 
extenuating circumstances, and when it has not it may still 
suggest to the observer many thoughts unconnected with 
pure justice. CapEk’s way of effecting this is very simple, 
deceptively simple. The stories are nearly all given to 
some fictitious narrator, whose attitude is, though seldom 
itself the proper commentary, nevertheless enough to 
indicate the author’s own position. Please do not imagine 
it is all serious or all squalid. CareK’s sympathy with men 
and women saves it from squalor, and his humour is as 
often charming as it is wry: these are crimes as Jacques or 
Feste might recount them. Behind the tales is Prague, 
not yet concerned with mass-murder, and the city and the 
land as a whole seem revived in these pages. Peasants and 
railwaymen, policemen and doctors, actors and servants 
and charlatans contrive in CaPEK to keep their places in 
life. Crime touches life at many points, and it is character- 
istic of CaPpEeK’s mood that a certain grave scientific 
investigation should enable the Chemical Institute to boast 
of making the best rolls in Prague. J. 8. 





Japan in 1941 


Expelled from Berlin after writing They Wanted War, 
an analysis of Nazi policy, Mr. Orro ToLiscuus was sent 
to Japan by his American paper at the beginning of 1941. 
Compared with Germany, Japan has been neglected by 
newspaper correspondents, but the author’s account of his 
experiences there (Tokyo Record. HamisH Hamitton, 12/6) 
is worth reading for its detachment and insight as well as 
for the relative novelty of its subject matter. Shortly 
after he reached Tokyo, Japan celebrated the two thousand 
six hundred and first anniversary of the founding of the 
Japanese Empire, and the speeches delivered on that 
occasion showed Mr. ToLiscuvs that the Japanese enjoy as 
an ancient inheritance an attitude to the rest of the world 
which the Nazis have been trying to manufacture in a few 
years. “Japanese Imperial Rule,” the Home Minister said, 
‘is an extension of Heaven. Dynasties created by men may 
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collapse, but the Heaven-created Throne is beyond men’s 
power.” There was a feeling in the air that the time had 
come to drive ‘‘the red-haired barbarians” out of the East, 
and the militarist party was conducting a campaign against 
the white races. A German woman was slapped in a tram, 
and the only white nation still regarded with any favour 
was the American, whose sports and films were popular 
among the younger Japanese. In April Matsuoka returned 
from his visit to Europe. Hitler, Mr. Tottscuus gathered, 
had been displeased by Matsuoka’s languid response to 
his frenzied ‘“‘England must be beaten!” but in July 
Matsuoka left office, and Japan began to mobilize all her 
resources for a general war. The ensuing expansion of the 
black market alarming the authorities, the Tokyo police 
tried “‘A Good Commercial Moods and Shady Transactions 
Prevention Week,” and placarded the town with posters’ 
bearing such pleas as “Let the gracefulness of Japan be 
reflected in her commercial morals.” In October the army 
took over the government, with Tojo as premier, and in 
the early morning of December 8th Pearl Harbour was 
attacked. A few hours later Mr. ToLiscuus was arrested 
and subjected over some days to third-degree methods in 
the hope that he would admit to being a spy. He held out, 
and was finally, in June 1942, allowed to leave Japan for 
home. The Japanese, though formidable through their 
inbred indifference to death, seemed to him intellectually 
and spiritually at the same stage of development as children 
and savages. But Japanese women, he says, are altogether 
different from the men, “unique in tenderness and devotion,” 
and he quotes a cosmopolitan Japanese who affirmed that 
the ideal life would be “an English country home in 
Switzerland, with a Chinese cook, a Japanese wife, and a 
French mistress.” H. K. 


Joyous Errand 


“Imshi” was the nickname given to Acting Squadron- 
Leader ErNEstT MiITCHELSON MASON, D.F.c.: it is also the 
title of a book (W. H. ALLEN, 10/6) containing a fighting 
pilot’s letters to his mother, written between June 1938, 
when he “arrived O.K.” at Abu-Sueir, and December 1941. 
Atys Myers, who edits it, tells us that he used to say 
“When I’m famous I’ll write my book.” He wrote it 
unknowingly, and in the foreword Air Chief Marshal Sir 
ARTHUR LONGMORE, G.C.B., D.S.0., provides his obituary: 
“He will be remembered by those squadrons which mourn 
his loss yet inherit his spirit.” There have been many 
books by many airmen, but this has a different value and 
should comfort as well as inspire because, besides being a 
record of most notable achievement, it is a young man’s 
healthy excited account of hopes and ambitions. More 
important still, it sets death at a focus unknown to those 
who live further from it. He writes of a friend who was 
killed, ‘I don’t see him as dead even though I know I will 
never see him.” Describing the first time he looked death 
in the face, he writes, “I thought I was definitely going into . 
the ground. I am delighted that it was just an ordinary 
experience. I felt extraordinarily calm and there was 
nothing alarming about it.” One does.not gather that he 
was a particularly seriously-minded young man, for his 
letters are full of dogs and poker, dances and fun, as well as 
fighting, though he sums up his philosophy in one letter. 
“T would like, of course, to come through uninjured with 
a good record of victories and a permanent commission. 
I could not face returning to civilian life.... I want you 
to realize that if I do get shot down I am not unduly 
perturbed about it.... No point in being sorry for me as 
I wouldn’t be in a position to receive it... .” He was shot 
down on February 15th 1942. We are grateful to his 
mother for allowing these letters to be published. B. E. B. 
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“Ain't she a honey, brother?” 
“She sure ought to be—she took a full three days to build.” 


can, another boy says not yet but 

I may one day, and Green says I 
never will. So what I thort I wuold do, 
if the reader dosen’t mind, or even if 
he or she dose I’m afraid, as how can 
one find out, wuold be to ilustrate my 
next artickle, wich is this one, to see 
how it went. But don’t worry, becorse 
if we find I can’t, I promise never to do 
_ it again. 

“Yes, but do poeple always keap 
their promises?” said Green, when I 
promised him. 

“Tf they re English they do,” I said. 

“T’ve got an English uncle who has 
promised me a rabit,” he said, “but I 
haven’t had it yet.” 

“You proberly will,” I said, “or if 
not I'll bet he’s got some foraign blood 
in him.” 

“Even if he has, how cuold you 
prove it was the foraign bit that 
promised ?” he said. 

“T grant you cuoldn’t,” I said, ‘but 
you’d know.” 


I SAY I can’t, another boy says I 


Can I Draw? 


By Smith Minor 


Anyhow there’s not any foraign 
blood in me, our family having been 
English all our lives, and in the end I 
made Green agree with me, but as it 
took a long time and you can’t 
ilustrate a conversashun, I won’t go 
on with it. 

Well, what I’m going to tell you 
about now is about a boy named Eric 
Stukeley (he’s the one who thinks I 
can draw) and he’s English, if you 
like! He’s not much to look at, as 
you'll see from the first ilustration, 

that is if it’s any- 

thing like him, wich 

eo} it may not be, but 
weather it is or 

weather it isn’t he’s 

c about the size of a 

peahen and he has 

light curley hair and 

= freckles. I cuoldn’t 

draw the freckles, 

so you'll have to 

imajine those. But if you think 
becorse he’s small he isn’t any good, 




























































wait till you get to the end of the 
article. As a matter of fact, one of 
his ancestors fought at the Battle of 
Crescy 497 years ago (I think). 

Well, it was a pity for a man he 
met one day that he, that is, the man, 
didn’t know this. Acktually I met the 
man, too, I being with Stukeley when 
he, Stukeley, met the man. We were 
walking along a road, and when we 
came upon this man, who you'll see 
in the second ilustration, he had a 
black beard and a lot of black untidy 
hair, but what you notised most was 
his nose, this being large enough for 
three, anyway when we met him he 
was beating a horse to make it go up 
a steap hill with a great lode of wood, 


“‘And what is worse than to attack 
A creachure that can’t answer 
back 2?” 
So I said, 
“Here, what are you doing?” 
He stared at me with an oth, and 
then he said, 
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“What did you say?” 

“T said, ‘What are you doing?’” I 
said. 

His beatel eyebrows went up and 
down severel times, he had them too 


as well as the black beard (vide 
ilustration again), and then he said, 
“Now, look here, you young wipper- 
snapper, I’ll tell you what I’m doing, 
I’m minding my 
own buisiness, so 
you mind yours.” 
v “I may be a 
ye snapper, but you 
are the wipper,” 
I said. 
“What ?” he 
“Ofthe horse,” 
I said. 
“T’ve had 
hou enoufh of this,” 
he said. 
“T expeckt your horse has, too,” I 
said. 
“Hear, hear,” said Eric Stukeley. 
It was the first thing he had said, 
and the man turned and glared at him, 
little recking that Eric Stukeley was 
one who went in for deeds rather than 
better at words. But then I supose 
authers wuold be. 
“Oh, so you’re in this, too,” said the 
man. 
“Up to the hilt,” said Eric Stukeley. 
“What’s that mean ?” said the man. 
“Tt means this,” said Eric Stukeley. 
“If you hurt that horse any more, 
you ‘ll get hurt yourself.” 
**Be careful,” I said. 
“Say that to him, not to me,” said 
Eric Stukeley. 
the man’s face, his beatel brows not 
only going up and down faster and 
faster, but his cheeks going in and out, 
and he let out a lot more oths, a few 
of wich we knew but most of wich we 
didn’t, and perhaps had better not. 
After that he turned back to his horse 
and gave it such a whallup that it 
rheared up on its frontel legs as if it 
was in a death ghasp. 
“Take off your coat,” 
Stukeley. 
to winkels?” shouted the man. 
“Then come on,” said Eric Stukeley. 
“Wait a bit,” I said, being fair, “I 
began this, so I ouht to fight him.” 
“No, I threw down the glove,” said 
Eric Stukeley. 
“In a way, you did,” I said. 
“T’ll take on the two of you,” said 
the man. 
“That wuoldn’t be cricket,” said 
Eric Stukeley, “so put them up, unless 
you’re afrade.” 














said: 
words, unlike your auther, who is 
Then all sorts of things hapened to 
said Eric 
“Do you think I take off my coat 


Now before you come to the third 
ilustration I want you to look at the 
first and the second again and put 
them together, becorse if you do that 
you will get one more, in a way, by 
seeing how the man and Eric Stukeley 
looked jest before they began their 
fight, and you will agree that it didn’t 
seam as if Eric Stukeley had any 
chance. I myself didn’t think he had, 


and I was wondering: 


(1) if I ouht to insist on fighting, 
too; 

(2) if, not insisting, I shuold join 
in when Eric Stukeley was geting the 
worst of it; 

(3) if, not joining in, I wuold have 
to fight the man afterwards; and 

(4) if, fighting the man afterwards, 
and losing, wuold we have helped the 
horse ? 


And hardly had I wondered all these 
above things when the man had rushed 
at Eric Stukeley and crasched him one 
on the jaw. What hapened then you 
will see in ilustration No. 3. 

I’ve been throuh some nasty times, 
well, come 
to that, who 
hasn’t, but 
I don’t re- 
member 
very many 
nastier than 
seeing Eric 
Stukeley 
lying in the 
road and 
thinking he 
was dead. 
Honestly 
I’ve never seen a person who wasn’t 
dead look more dead, and I wondered 
if he’d be buried alone or if we’d both 
be buried together. 

Yes, but don’t worry. What 
hapened next will surprise you, as it 
surprised me and the man, the man 
most. I think he thort Eric Stukeley 
was dead, too, for he was bending over 
him with a funny look in his eyes, 
when all of a sudden, lo! Stukeley 
jumped up and, returning the comple- 
ment, as they say, crasched the man 
one on the jaw, and the next moment— 
well, see ilustration No. 4! 



































“My hat!” I said, honestly not 
beleiving it. 
But it was true, and so now the 
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question was weather the man was 
dead. But he wasn’t, becorse when I’d 
counted up to seven he opened his eyes 
and said, 

“Go on.” 

“What with?” I said. 

“The counting,” he said. “I’m not 
getting up till you’ve reeched ten.” 

So I counted up to ten, and then he 
got up, and then he said, 

“You’re a cupple of blasted fools, 
but I’ll say you’ve got some spunck, 
and it’s becorse that’s what we nead 
these days that I didn’t get up and 
finish you off. What about shaking 
hands?” 

“Do you realy mean it?” we said. 

“On my blasted oth,” he said. 

So we shook hands, and then I said, 

“Yes, but what about the horse?” 

“Don’t worry about her,” he said, 
“‘when I get home I[’ll give her a lump 
of sugar and let her have a nice rest 
in my arm-chair.” 

Of corse, I don’t supose he meant 
that. 


Well, after the above ilustrations 
were done, or if they’re not above, 
wherever they are, we all had a good 
look at them to find out weather I 
cuold draw, and f still think I can’t, 
and Eric Stukeley still thinks I can, 
and the other boy still says not yet but 
perhaps one day, and Green still says 
never. 

Somehow I can’t help fealing sure 
that Green is right. 


°o ° 


Effie 


‘f VHE great thing with Effie was 
to keep on talking. She was 
probably the most talked-at 

wardmaid in any hospital in the world. 
Once you allowed one of her silences 
to develop you got a terrible feeling 
that you were poised in space and that 
at any moment you might fall through 
everything. To see Effie leaning over 
her broom at the end of your bed and 
fixing you with an eye like a lollipop 
wound up strange springs in your 
inside, for you knew she could go on 
like that for ever, and you couldn’t. 

She was just fifteen. 

Round the walls of every hospital 
ward run imaginary lines, as invisible 
as the equator and no less important, 
for they divide up the total area into 
high or acrobatic dusting, medium or 
arm-chair dusting, and low dusting. 
High dusting really boils down to 
spiders and is not taken very gravely 
because all hospital authorities are 
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convinced that spiders find the smell of 
antiseptics and the cheerful bustle of 
nurses too depressing. For this reason 
spiders like hospitals very much. 
Medium dusting is a much more 
serious matter, but it is also one of 
the sacred mysteries of nursing. It 
includes the surfaces of all furniture, 
and of anything which may be 
standing on ‘the furniture, such as 
bottles or the patient’s elbow, and is 
done every morning by between four 
and six nurses, in single file. One will 
leave off halfway across the bed-table 
and the next will put a high glaze on 
the cupboard handles, but when the 
whole team has finished the zone will 
be spotless. To offer Sister a pink gin 
out of a bottle marked ‘Hair Tonic” 
gives less offence than to suggest any 
amendments to this richly feminine 
technique. 

Low dusting was where Effie came 
in. In such a clean place as a hospital 
there would have been nothing to it 
but for the powers possessed by surgical 
beds of grinding the best blankets 
into fine fluff. The more a patient rolls 
about the more a surgical bed justifies 
the reckless expenditure of money and 
brains which have gone to its design. 
Sometimes in the morning the floor of 
my cubicle used to be covered with a 
soft white manna inches thick. 

It was this daily dividend of minced 
blanket which really gave Effie her 
place in the scheme of things and kept 
her firmly planted there, when other- 
wise she might have been sucked away 
by industry or the land. Every 
morning she would start in at one end 
of the ward and brush the night’s 
takings out of the first few cubicles into 
a neat heap. The method in itself was 
excellent, but as it took no account of 
nurses’ feet or of the gales which roar 
through hospitals Effie was always 
having to adapt it. One moment the 


capital accumulation from _ several 
cubicles would be lying quietly in the 
aisle, looking like a fat dead lamb, the 
next it would be discovered tangled up 
in Nurse Hollyhock’s ankles—she was 
shortsighted and once was only stopped 
by inches from propelling it into 
Matron’s office at the other end of the 
hospital—or in the spokes of Com- 
mander Loudwater’s bathchair. For- 
tunately it was well known that Effie 
was a specialist at her job and so 
nobody ever questioned her ability to 
deal calmly and masterfully with these 
crises. 

Sooner or later the need for human 
intercourse overcame her, and then 
she drove her broom powerfully into 
your bed. You might be asleep or 
writing to your uncle in New South 
Wales, but that meant nothing to 
Effie. Having transfixed you with her 
eye she would ask hoarsely “Ever see 
Chesca Mascara in Hot Lips in 
Paradise?”’ Whether you had or not 
was really of the least interest to her, 
but her mind was so soaked in the 
cinema that I think she was always 
waiting impatiently for life to spring 
into a screen rhythm. That none of 
us had a machine-gun under his bed or 
was visited by willowy blondes moult- 
ing the secrets of the General Staff was 
a constant surprise to her. 

Effie was the youngest of eleven, and 
complained that while the trouble with 
brothers was they went away, the 
trouble with sisters was they stayed 
home. She thought about as much of 
her own sex as she did of doctors. But 
there she made an exception of 
surgeons, who impressed her against 
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her will because, as she said, you could 
generally see what they’d done. She 
was rather the same about illness. 
Mere symptoms, however exciting to 
the physician and racking to the 
patient, left her cold. Flying Officer 
Diggle, who had landed his Spitfire 
upside-down in a sewage farm while 
on his own confession trying to find a 
suitable last line to a limerick about 
a land-girl named Florence, was the 
only one in our ward whose condition 
stirred her heart, and that was simply 
because they locked up his right leg in 
a long birdcage and at intervals broke 
it again as a reminder that poetry 
must be kept in its place. The nearest 
Effie ever came to sympathy for me 
was when she offered to smuggle me 
in sixpennyworth of Hargreave’s 
Health Restorer, which she was con- 
fident would put me right in a day. 
If only I could have persuaded one of 
the surgeons to remove my headache 
and show it to Effie in a bottle I know 
she would have been much’ sorrier 
for me. 

Although she inspired terror in every 
bosom and made us all chatter like 
parrots we each had our own methods 
of self-defence. Mr. Twilligott, who 
was a scientist, enlarged habitually on 
the bacteria commonly harboured by 
hospital floors, but I don’t think he 
had ever forgiven Effie for spilling his 
beef-tea down his neck and then 
laughing herself into a coma in which 
she had had to be wheeled away. 
Commander Loudwater’s plan was to 
take a different naval battle every day 
and pull it to pieces under Effie’s 
astonished gaze. I used to love to hear 
Drake knocking hell out of the 
Spaniards while her lifework sailed the 
ward with a stiff breeze on its beam. 

For myself, I just pretended to be 
mad, and Effie accepted this readily. 
It worked very well. Eric. 
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What has 
a needle 
to do 

with paint? 


One qualification for good paint is that it should be scratch-proof. 
That is why Robbialac Paints are put through a scratch test before 
they are used in the Nation’s workshops, to prove they can stand rough, 
tough war-time treatment. The paint is scratched by means of an 
instrument which draws a blunted gramoph -needie across the 
hardened film. The needle is weighted—and the point of the test is to 


see how heavy a scratch the paint surface will stand without cutting up 





rough. And any paint that does not prove its mettle gets short shrift 
from the Robbialac scientists. Thus, the products of our Laboratories 
are always able to stand up to hard wear, hard knocks and hard facts. 
To-day, Robbialac Paints and Varnishes are used on war-work, but, 
when better times return, whether you have a painting problem in your 
factory—or in your hall—just see how our scientists can come up to 
scratch with the solution. 


The ROBBIALAC COMPANY 


Proprietors ENSON & NICHOLSON LTD., LONDON, E.15 




















We are steelmakers and produce the steels from which these and other goods 
are fabricated. We ourselves do not manufacture the finished articles, 
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When the sights 


are set on precision 





Every officer in the Services is familiar with the Webley Revolver, and in 
engineering circles it has long been regarded as a pattern of precision work. 
But nowadays the name Webley is associated with fine mechanism of 
many other kinds, such as the Aero Engine Pump Triple Driving Gear 
The gear is of a difficult section and demands precision 

craftsmanship throughout. An exacting job, but (as an engineer would 
| Say) it is ‘ right in Webley’s line’. 


shown above. 










PRECISION ENGINEERS SINCE 1790 





| WEBLEY AND SCOTT LIMITED, PREMIER WORKS, WEAMAN STREET, BIRMINGHAM 4 
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Lodge plugs are available 
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FOR 
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Lodge Plugs Ltd., Rugby 
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This unique handboci 

shows the Wy APY way to 

; secure A.M.1.M 
A.M.Brit.L.R.E., A.M.LE.E., 


tc. 

WE CUARANTEE— 
‘““NO PASS—NO FEE.” 
Details are given of over 150 
Diploma Courses in all 
branches of Civil, Mech., 
Elec., Mector, Aero, Radlo- 
Television and Production 
» Engineering, Tracing, Build- 
ing, Govt. Empicyment, R.A.F. 
Maths., Matriculation, etc. 
Think of the future and sénd 
iy for your copy at once—FREE, 
B.1.E.T., 214 SHAKESPEARE HOUSE, 
17, STRATFORD PLACE, LONDCN,W.1 
























T is fitting that the Memorial to Prebendary 
I Wilson Carlile should be worthy of the glorious 

past and fit the Church Army of the future 
to continue and extend the work. Both purposes 
will be achieved by the provision of new Training 
Colleges for C.A. workers, which is the form the 
memorial will take. Please give according to 
your means, and your love of the cause. Rev. 
H. H. TREACHER, General Secretary, 


THE CHURCH ARMY 
55, Bryanston Street, London, W.1 
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PRAMS & FOLDERS 
All the best babies have them 


L.B.LTD. London 
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VITAL LINK 


AILWAYs are the vital link 
between the convoys with 
their urgent and important 
freights and the factories waiting 
for the materials to make the 
weapons of war. 
Railways are also the essential 
link between the factories and 
the battle. They play a major 


part in every Allied campaign and ~ 


are of paramount importance in 
the strategy of modern war. Few, 
if any, other sections of industry 
have had to undertake a task so 
immensely increased in volume. 


BRITISH 


GWR - LMS 









RAILWAYS 
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Your 
post-war 

production 
problems- 


Anything from small parts 
to large assemblies 


EVANS 


the engineers 








J. BVANS & SON (PORTSMOUTH) LTD. 
Enquiries should be mode c/o F. G. Allen Sons & 
Blake, 15 Londport Terrace, Portsmouth, Solicitors, } 





















Yes, especially these days! | But does that really remove 
the film ? 


Of course it does ! 


‘ adent? ‘cht—but | Good! From now on © Stera- 
Pe (SB raece~ dent’ does my teeth, too! 


Why not get a tin from the 
morning cleans them beautifully. | chemist ? 


How do you mean? 
I usually leave my dentures 


if there’s an air-raid warning 
20 minutes in‘ Steradent’ in the 
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Plaisters, Powders and Stra 
in one outfit, giving perfect relief in 
3 to 7 days surely and economically. 





From all Chemists, Stores, etc. 7d. per Pack. 
Plaisters only 2d. each. Powders tia. each. 
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cleans and sterilizes false teeth 


Directions : Half tumbier of warm water. Add ‘ Steradent’ 
—the cap of the tin full. STIR. Steep dentures overnight 
or 20 minutes. Rinse well under tap. 
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A corn, callous, painful heel or weak arch puts a brake on 
business activity as surely as war restrictions ! 

If your feet give the slightest trouble—come to Scholl Foot 
Service. First our experts give you treatment for immediate 
pain. Then, by careful examination, discover why your feet 
have gone ‘out of the true,’ and suggest methods for correction. 
Soon you're walking normally—with feet that mean business ! 
Advice free. Treatment inexpensive. 

Scholl Foot Aids and Appliances for men, women and 
children are obtainable at Scholl Depots, all the best chemists, 
shoe-dealers and stores. 


FOOTNOTES BY 





Tix name “BITUMASTIC” is frequently employed as a general 
term to indicate any product of a bituminous character ; but this quite 
incorrect and illegal use of the name does not imbue those products 
with the “ Bitumastic” quality. 


“BITUMASTIC” is a Trade Mark name, the exclusive property of 
Wailes Dove Bitumastic Ltd., and applies only to products of their 
manufacture. Behind these products there is 89 years’ experience 
in protecting Marine and Industrial Structures, Plant and Equipment 
from Corrosion, Rot and Decay, and the name itself is a guarantee 
of an effectiveness and longevity that has been proved by evidence 
from all quarters of the globe. 


The services of our Advisory Department are always available 
free of charge. Kindly write to Dept. 
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VP 28888 


BITUMASTIC*LTD 
Ne Pople who Dehat Crreain 
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Of all known methods of dealing 
with the menace of rats and mice, 
there is none that is not complicated 
by the rodents’ suspicious nature 
and migratory habits. Carefully laid 
traps or poison may be rendered 
ineffective by suspicion; premises 
successfully brought under control 
re-infested through migration. 


Recognizing these complications 
in the otherwise apparently 
straightforward task of de-infesta- 
tion, the Ratin Company long ago 
realized the fundamental need of 
harnessing the skill of the scientist 
with the trained patience of the 
operator. 


Thus the Company perfected 
their method of attack, which is 
dependent for its success on the 
balanced formula produced by its 
scientists coupled with a lively 
appreciation of the rodents’ 
reaction to it—which is the special 
study of the trained operator. 
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Nor is that all. Obviously such a 
method cannot be implemented 
without a carefully matured plan— 
a plan conceived to meet the 
circumstances of each individual 
problem, and the continuity of 
inspection and service at strategi- 
cally-timed intervals: to ensure that 
once controlled by the initial treat- 
ments, the premises remain under 
control. 


It is upon the thoroughness and 
integrity of its operators, as much 
as on the Company’s scientists, that 
the success of the Ratin method 
depends and the ever-increasing 
number of prominent undertakings 
employing the Ratin Service is an 
irrefutable testimony to the work 
of national importance which they 
are performing. 











BEFORE the war, Ferranti Fires were sold 
chiefly on their ability to provide abundant 
radiant heat quickly. That they were robustly 
made, of the finest metals, was not unduly 
stressed, for the name Ferranti was assurance 
of quality. 

NOW, when new fires are no longer 
obtainable, is the testing time of pre-war 
quality. Those whoown Ferranti models have 
reason to commend their choice. There are, 
we know, many 1930 to 1939 Ferranti models 
still in regular usc. 

How your domestic 
appliances stand up to war-time demands 
is worth remembering when you are able to 
replace them with newer models after the 
war. Meanwhile, use electricity sparingly— 
in the interests of Fuel Economy—and do try 
to avoid its use between8a.m.and 1 p.m. when 
the demand on the supply system is greatest. 
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Ferranti Ltd., Moston, Manchester, 10. 
London Office: Bush House, Aldwych, W.C.2. 


The Testing Time 
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“50% of our pipe smokers smoke one or 

other of your *Barneys brands.” ... “It 

is wonderful Tobacco,” he goes on to say. Your £3,000,000 motor car 
That comes from an R.A.F. Station. We are ’ ’ 


proud to know that we have produced the I ‘ ; 
favoured Tobacco of these grand sportsmen NTO a few years is being condensed the 


ei tate technical experimentation of a decade. The 
; ca ultimate ‘‘ post-war ’’ Morris, Wolseley, M.G. 

As one Barneys smoker put it to us, “ only ¥ 2 

the best of Tobaccos is good enough.” . . . or Riley car will embody the accumulated and 

These men of action appreciate and need pooled knowledge of an Organization whose 

something outstanding in the Tobacco | rich and diverse experience in these vital 

they smoke. | years has increased its stature as a vast 

If you are seeking the Tobacco that engineering undertaking. 

measures up in smoking satisfaction to all 

that a good Tobacco should . . . try Barneys 

next time. 





NUFFIELD 
“NSLS TO : | ORGANIZATION 


13x: s) S. J's ‘2 N A CORNERSTONE OF BRITAIN’S INDUSTRIAL STRUCTURE 


Berste Motors 7+ , S.U. Carburetter Co. Ltd, 

olseley Motors Ltd. ee 

The M ‘C. Cac Co. Lite . .% Nuffield Mechanizations Ltd., 

* Barneys (medium), Parsons Pleasure (mild), | Riley (Coventry) Ltd. Nuffield Tools and Gauges Ltd., 
Punchbowle (full). 2/9}d. oz. Morris Commercial Cars Ltd Nuffield Industries Exports Ltd 


John Sinclair Ltd., Newcastle-on-Tyne. @® 
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